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It is not the boy of the family,
For his hands are always full

I'd like to’ask, who fills the stove?
‘Where is the girl that could?

‘Who brings In water, who lights the fire,
And splits the kindling wood?

And who is It that cleans the walks
After hours of snowing?

In summer, who keeps down the weeds,
By dilligently hoeing?

And who must harness the falthful horse
When the girls would ride about?

And who mus? clean the carriage off?
The boy, you'll own, no doubt.

And who does the many other things
Too numerous to mention?

‘The boy is the “general utility man,"
And really deserves a penslon!

Friends! just praise the boy sometimes,
When he does his very best;

Ani don't always want the easy chalr
When he's taking a little rest.

\
Don't let him always be the last
To see the new magazine;
And sometimes let the boy be huﬂl‘5
As well as to be seen. -
That boys are far from perfect
Js understood by all:
But they have hearts, remember,
For *“men are boys grown tall.”

And when a boy has been working
His level best for days,

It does him good, I tell you,
To have some hearty pralss!

. He is not merely a combination

Of muddy boots and nolse,

And he likes to be looked upon
As one of the family joys.

—The Gem.

By CHAUNCY C. HOTCHKI1SS

[Copyright, 1667, by D. Appleton & Co. Al
rights reserved )

CHAPTER XIX.—CoXTINUED.

Saving the two shots from the first boat,
not a small arm had been fired by them up
to this time, their determination to carry
the vessel by eold steel alone being apparent
all through the attack., As my eye ranged
over the circle of men that spread about us
ond hemmed us to the taffrail (yet for gll
their numbers were held off by the com-
wand of their officer), I saw many a face
well known to me ashore, but not one ex-
pressing an atom of mercy. With a watch-
ful look 1 anticipated any possible onset,
and yet through all the pent vigor of tight-
ened Nerves and stiffened muscles my gaze
played beyond their lines and marked the
details of the surroundings. ,

The broad ocean lay almost like glasssave
for the regular heave that passed over it like
a wave over the surface of molten metal.
Off our starboard beam was an upturned
boat floating lazily away, it probably having
been stove or capsized by the hatch I had
cast into it, and near it drifted the hatch
itself. On deck the fallen canvas covered the
vessel amidships, and aloft the ragged stump
of the topmast, standing clear against the
dappled sky, looked like a pine shivered by
lightning. A profound silence had fallen
where a moment before had been a din of
shouts and crashing timber—profound save
for a dull thumping forward, which I knew
came from the prisoners, who were thussig-
naling for release. The moment was near
at hand when & should pass my soul to its
Maker, and yet, though {be resolve wasas
strong as ever, | wavered, not in fear of the
next world, but dreading the terrible strug-
gle that would come when a healthy body
like mine wrestles in the grip of suffocation.
1f our captors could not be goaded into
shooting me, nothing was left but to cast
noyself into the sea, and this I would not do
#0 long as the young Quaker stood at my
gide,

A sudden cry from the bow, soon followed
by the sound of metal st};iking metal, told
me that “the prisoners were out and being
freed from their iroms. Belden, without
vouchsafing to answer my defiance, hung
hesitating, evidently awaiting the arrival
of his supevior to direct future movements.
Disarmed save for the bare etesl in our
hands, we were an easy prey to him Lad our
denaths now been his object; but ns there
had been no show of force after boarding us,
the peppery royalist, still smarting from the
disgrace under which I had been the means
of placing him, felt sure of his ultimate ¢ri-
umph over me, and, giving thesrder to hold
us where we stood, turned toward the point
of the disturbance forward and hurried off,
I was a step in advance of Ames, who still
leaned against the wheel, when I heard his
voice in my ear. .

“There's a fair chance for a leap, Donald,”
Le whispered. *“The last tie is gone.
thee ready?®"’

“Nay, lad,” I answered softly. “Weare
not yet parted. I still hang to my oath., I
have seen nothing of Gertrude. Where can
ebe be?”

““She is past the sight of this, thank God!”
lie returned. “'She ia dead, man; dead and
gone, and we will soon follow her. I saw
her_li

Again he was interrupted, this time by a
wild yell from the bow, and the man who ut-
tered it started aft chased by half a dozen
marines. It was Scammell. With little
upon him save a shirt and his small clothes,
ke broke through the half circle that com-
rassed us, halting just within %ts limits. He
was a horrible object. His hair hung tan-
gled over his §4 w; his eyes were fierce
and bloodshot: his iace was distorted by
rage, and its pallor was startling. Without
a word of warning he called me a vile name,
ond with an oath raised s pistol he had
probably snatched from someone'and, level-
ing it at me, fired. The ball passed betwixt
my body and elbow without touching the
skin, but it struck Ames, who was just be-
Find me> I heard a deep groan ss the youth
fell to the deck, his head striking the plank-
ing with a heavy blow, and & number of
hands sprang upon the infuriated officef and
dragged him backward.

It was done in an instant. The shock and
suddenness :

the moose, it was now my right, as well as
considered duty, to preserve myself from the
disgrace of being hanged as a spy. "Twould
be but s short struggle, a moment’s wild
agony, perhaps, and then the end. T braced
myself for the ordeal. Rising to my feet,
1 gave a last glance around, my eye taking in
the vast sweep of the sea, on deck the ma-
rmes still wreslling with the murderous
royalist, and, hnnr:ls alt, Belden, followed
by Lounsbury. T turning my thoughts
aloft, I had a revelation, without the
s'ightest mental effort, without the slightest
bending of the mind toward any refuge this
side of the great unknown, a pessible—ay,
probable—way of escape opened before me.
As the angel of the Lord at the last moment
colled on Abraham to desist from the saeri-
fee of his son, so burst thia light out of
thick darkness and showed me my work wag
rot yet finished. More than willing was 1 to
grasp this more than chance. Asthougha
etone had béen rolled from my chest, I tock
a deep breath, and quickly unloosing my
Eclt, threw both cutlass and seabbard to the
Zeck, then turning, with a stride I reached
the rail and cast myseli headlong into the
Sci.

CHAPTER XX.
THE SHELL OF THE DINGY.

Never was my love of life or the cer-
tainty of my saving it greater than when I
ahiot beneath the suriace of the ocean. Lik
a plummet I went down, the air bubbles
carried with me roaring in my ears like a
cataract. As I lost the impetus of the dive
I turned and locked up. Having gone over
at the starboard quarter, I was almost under
the stern, and the clear green of the water
magnified the great shadowy hull of the
zchooner as she stretched forward into
geeming infinity. Like a blot on the sil-
very surface above me lay the overturned
dingy, still held to the vessel by i:s painter,
and in her lay my salvation.

With a feaw vigorous strokes I swam un-
der it, and, regulating my rise as best I
vould, came to the surface within the shell
of the wrecked boat. The move had been
suceesssful. If the trick was unsuspected, I
was safe. Letting go my pent breath in a
blast, I thanked God for His sudden inter-
vention, and prayed that His hand be not re-
moved from me.

Settled low ns was the overturned dingy,
my head barely cleared her bottom, but that
was sufficient. Sustaining my position by
a light hold on the thwart, that my weight
should not prevent the regular and natural
roll of the wreck, with nerves now tumed to
their highest piteh, I hung and awaited de-
velopments. The hole in the boat's bottotn
furnished me with air, and, to my astonish-
nient, this vent in the hollow which now
sheltered me gave to my retreat the char-
acter of a trumpet, and every sound was
magnified, though its quality was changed
to the deep sonorous roar such as one hears
come from the heart of a conch held to the
e¢er. It was an indistinet babble of cries and
oaths that first greeted me, and from the
few words I could disentangle I guessed that
ihe whole host had rushed to theschooner's
side in the hope that I would rise. Had I
still courted death, I might easily hg,ve met
with it by means of a bullet through my
head, for through the confused humming
of voices I distinctly heard the sharp click-
ing of gunlocks, and knew that had I ap-
peared 1 would have been made a targetfor
a score of muskets.

The sound of voices decreased as the mo-
ments flew, and when at last it seemed cer-
lain that I had gone to the bottom, there
came a general awakening, and a sharp or-
Cer was given to sbarch the hull, strike tha
fiang, and hoist the British ensign. The
clicking of boot heels and the rattling of
arms were more distinet than words, but
the marines had barely scattered to obey the
last commands when, above all else, I heard
an unknown voice:

overboard!"”

This I knew must refer to the body of
my poor friend, but before I could realize
rbe necessity of the order thus brutishly
given, as clear as the order itself rose the
voice of Scammell:

“Look, look, Belden! Damn me, but I
thought I had brought down a buzzard in
missing the hawk, when, afteg all, I have
struck but a peg lower than Thorndyke him-
self! By the crime 8 Judas, 1 wish it had
been the other way! If this young, old
broad-brim be not Beverly Ames, I'll lose
Eity pounds toany one of you! Quick, man!
See, he is got dead! 'Fore God, but mayhap
be can yet give us some news of his sigter!
Overboard he goes not! Dead or alive, he
must be taken to Clifton, else your com-
mission is in danger! Know you not that
heis cm.\.neqﬁed with Mrs. Badely? Send off
for help! 1Is not that long-legged Irishman
yet abourd you?”

Here a mumber of voices joined in and
turned to a confused roar all words at once
{¢'lowing. In the space of a few minutes 1
heard a boat putting away from the gide, the
thud of oars in the water making a jar on my
car drums almost painful, For a time there
reigned comparative silence, and then came
what wa# doubtless a marine’s report.

*“The hold is clear of all life, sir. Nawthin®
Lut lead below, an” cabin an' forec'sle all
cleaned out barrin’ some arms an’ the cap-
tain’s old clothes.”

*“‘How’'s this, Scammell "’ said Belden, evi-
demstly turning to that officer. “We saw
three men a , and but two are ac-
counted for. tndyke has gone to hell
cver the side, and this lad of yours is like to
join him by anofher route! Where's the
third?*

“There was no third,”” came the sharp
response. ““T'wo it was that smothered us
below.. I know of none other! mo more does
T.ounsbury.”

“Nag,"” said that worthy, speaking for
rhe first time, and with a thick to his
speech, “there was never more four
legs to the lot. Mayhap that giant split
h.sself in two for the sake o' looks—there
was enough o' him. Thank God for his loss!
1 would ne'er sleep easy again knowin' him
alivae™ - )

Here words fell to & murmur until Louns-
bury again spoke, evidently addressing hun-
#2lf to the one who was in aunthority on

“Now I take it, leftenant, that by rights
this eraft is miine."

“Yours, ye toasted mug!" demanded the
unknown voice. ““Whet mean ye?"”

“Ay, only be right o’ prize, I mean,” was
the answer. *“"T'was I who first lnid hand
on her, m'gotalpl]tskdlfnrmyplin..l,

“Overhaul that carrion, and then pitch it

The cabin still stinks. I ‘hope "twill
1ot be forever before the doctor here.
Was he drunk at mess? It is possible he
hold the lad’s life long enough to allow him
to speak; he does little now but moan.”

At this the two walked forward, and I
beard nothing but the cozrse voices of the
merines as they sang out to one another or
inughed uncouthly. .

The knowlgdge that Ames still lived gave
me a quick sense of relief—a relief which
fled on the instant as I thought of the prob-
able future in store for him. My own posi-
tion was infinitely beiter than his, even were
he not suffering from a wound, and, as for
his sister, after all was done, waa she not
better off than either? But was she dead?
If not, what could have become of her? I
had heard that the vessel had been searched
without finding a trace of the third party
to whom Belden had referred. On seeingall
was lost, was it possible that she had thrown
Lerself overboard that she might not wit-
ress her brother's tragic end? It was like
lier. It would have been an act showing
ber strength of character, as well as the
weaknese of her sex; a natural recoil from
physical and mental suffering without a
purpose; & heroie seli-sacrifice. It wereas
well she bad not suffered captivity and
long-drawn misery. With her brother at
death’s door, or perhaps saved to die by
military law; her property confiscated, with-
cut a home or relatives and at the mercy of
Clinton’s heartless mistreas, life would have
beld no more for her than the doubtiul ben-
tfit of mere existence in confinement for &n
indefinite period.

And yet was my renson against the idea of
her self-destruction. There was mystery in
her disappearance, but its solution lay not in
toat. The attacling party had boarded us
from either side, yet notan eye had seen her
cast herself into the sea. There was more
than this to make me doubtiul. For her
brother's sake she had eacrificed herself be-
fore Clinton, yet on my hand was placed
her Inst kiss. Had she left the world thus,
without a word to him, without a warning to
me? It was unnatural, unholy; it was mon-
sirous to think of, and yet— The possible
solution of the riddle as it drove into my
Frain had scarce time to find lodgment be-
fore it was put to flight by the voice of Bel-
den, which seemed toscome from directly
overhead, his words showing that the con-
tinuance of my present safety was not as-
sured.

“Think you that dingy could he hauled
aboard and repaired? "Bwad a neat shot,
snd the ball seems to have cleit her like a
Fnife.”

“So it looks,” came an answer, “but I'll
warrant you'll find her full of fissures, The
work will barely repay the trouble. Better
cut her adrift. If wind comes, the wreck
will drag like a sea anchor. You might give
attention to the quarter boat yonder, and
get the hateh aboard.”

“The hatch, yes,” Belden returned; “but
the boat isstove badly. Curses on the rebel;

-

*The ball struck Ames."

be has cost us ten men in all, and only to
give us the slip! 'Tis small wonder Louns-
biary has the ghakes at thought of him!
Think of the nerve—"

“Damn him!"” was the retort. “What
about the schooner! Lounsbury wants to
take her in. There's nothing gone but the
{oretopmast, and witly three men he conld
work her if the captain consents, In the
face of our being short-handed, the idea is
notbad if the villain can be trusted.”

“He’ll scarce run off with the schooner,”
answered Belden, “‘and lead is no tempta-
tion, th I'd be shy of tmusting him with
anything more valuable. I know him of
c¢!d. He was scavenger to Clinton, and to
Howe before him. Here, lad, cut away that
painter.”

The last words were an order probably
given to a sailor, for presently I heard the
eplash of the severed line. At the same
n:oment a boat awept by, and from the few
words I could gather I guessed the Irish sur-
b geon had arrived and gone aboard.

After that more boats passed and re-
passed as time dragged on, and finally the
bulk of the vessel’s captors returned to their
own schuvoper, for, saving now and shen
the sound of a single man tramping the
deck, the stillness was unbroken.

It was withy mighty satisfaction that I had
heard the final order to cut the tie binding
my refuge tosthe schooner. I gave mno
thought to what might come of my bemng
sdrift on the broxd ocean.
moment as it came and went I seemed to
kave no interest. The
nor need I consider it so

the planks
Shielded from direct light
shell gave all the effects of a water telescope,
faor, i my eyes down

silence—a deep, brooding silence, such as is
ouly known in a night calm on the sea.

Aa I have said, I had given no thought to
the future or what consequence my present
situntion might entail should the sch er
follow her captor. But as the darkness
deepened and a chill due to m# protracted
submersion struck to my bones, I realized
that, except for baving pwt myself bevond
the sight of my enemies, I had accomplished
nothing. True it was that I might have laid
a eourse ere this, for I had hung gnmolested
for a number of hours; but, instead of turn-
ing to my own interests, I had let my brain
play over the mystery of the disappearance
of Miss King. What this portended 1 had
failed to dwell upom Knowing that for
myself there remained nothing to do but
stay where I was until chanfe should open
a_way for me to gain the shore or mischance
deliver me a prisoner or send me to the
bottom, I had racked my fancy Jor a solu-
tion of the one question regarding the lady.
As a reward for this constant effort, T had
hit upon what I thought to be the correct
snawer to the puzzle, but to verify it had
been thus far beyond poseibility. Now the
durkness, the warning chill, and my general
uncertainty brought me up with a round
turn, and I gave attention solely to my own
affairs.

Further than that I must leave my shel-
fer and gain the schooner, I could not pro-
ceed in laying my line of ¥ction. To use
the wreck as a support and push the un-
r-anageable thing for an uncertain number
of miles to the Long Island coast would re-
sult, in my present condition, in coliapse
ard death. It gid not take me long to de-
termine that my only hope lay in the near-by
schooner; a forlorn hope at best, for the at-
tempt to board her would immediately place
my life in jeopardy. Nor would 1 have
turned a thought to her had I not over-
Feard that she would be manned by Louns-
bury and three hands oaly, This handful
of men (the doctor counting as nothing in
my eyes), the calm, and the probable total
lack of discipline which would fellow the
sransfer of the sailors from a vessel of war
fo a hali-8ismantled prize under unofficial
command, might allow me to gain foothold
on deck. Ay, I thought, by sgme possibility
I may reclaim my loss and become master
of the situation, only let me falrly see the
vaance.

[T0 BE CONTINUED.]

YANKEE ADVERTISING DODGE.

-
An Instnnce in Which a Shrewd Huas-
tler Makes o Good Clean-Up
with Cheap Clgars.

_ An ex-collector of customs relates
this asamong his experiences: “Some
years ago and shortly prior to the holi-
days a man came into the office and
snid that he wanted to talk with me
perzonally. He looked like ap unsoc-
phisticated fellow who had come in
from the country to try his hand at
business, though he had sharp fea-
tures and a pasal twang.

* “Mister,’ she began when we were
alone, ‘I'm in a kind of a snaxl and
I've come to you becauvse I want to do
the square thing. I had a nice lot of
Havaney cigars shipped to Windseor,
thinkin' I could do a stroke eellin® "em
here in Detroit. I had a man there to
take care of ’em till I come on, but he,
not. knowin" nothin’ about the law,
packs them cigars in.a boat an' brings
'em over here without payin’ no duty.
I reckon it was emugglin’, but he's
honest as the sun and I hurried right
here soon's I heerd of what he'd done.
Here's a sample of them cigars' as
he held out a box, ‘and 1 want to say
right here that I never had a more de-
licious smoke.” He took me to the lit-
tle room he had rented and ehowed me
hundreds of boxes onr which he had
paid the duty, and I Jet the matter
drop. It got into the paper#, even to
my verdict as to the quality of the
cigars,

special Christmas sale, patronized
chiefly by ladies who did not care so
much about price as they did about the
credit of having onoce selected good
gooda. He was closed out in no time
and dismppeared. There wae a rank
odor in the local atmosphere that
Christmas. The cigars were cheap
Connecticut filllere and cheaper Penn-
sylvania wrappers. The cigar he gave
me was a ‘ringer.,” Uncle Sam got
money that did not belong to him, but
it was an advertising echeme out of
which the Yankee made a fat thing.”
—Detroit Journal.

The Woman of It.

Pomial Clerk—This letter is over
weight, ma’am. You'll have to put an-
dther stamp on it

Woman—I think the government is
just too mean for anything. Iknow I've
mailed hundredsof letters that weren't
anywhere near full weight, so I think
the least you can do is to let this one
go through.—Judge.

A Perti t X y. .
Newlywed (complacently)—Oh! of
course, all women have sharp tongues;
“every rose bas its thorn,” you know.
Oletimer (dryly)—And have you no-
ticed, yet, how a rose will fade, but »
thorn won't?5Puck. *

Strategy-
“Why is it that you get down to the
office so early now 7
“My wife's doing her own cooking,
and I have to make hetr believe that I
can't wait for breakfast.”—Chicago
Daily News.

She Tulked.
- “He said you werea bird.”
* *Really 7" she e

“Then my honest Yankee made as

Onece They Used te Eat Everything
That Came Witkin Reach of

- Their Claws, Now They Arec
Hunted to He Eaten.

{Special Washington Letter.]

ITH April goes the oys-
“W ter,” is one of the time-

o honored sayings of the
people of this section. The belief pre-
vails that “only in those months in
which the letter ‘R’ is found should
oysters be eaten.” Consequently the
oyster season every year begins with
Beptember and ends with April. How-
ever, at the seaside resorts oysters are
gerved at the hotels during the summer
months, but they are en directly
from the salt water to the table.

With the departure of the oysters we
are accustomed to havitg crabs and
clams. Litgle fieck clams are at the
top of the bill of fare in all firstclass
hotels. We have clam chowder, and
clam broth, and elam patties, hashed
clams find stewed ciams, and clams in
all styles. To most people they are
palatable, and also flmost indigestible;
that is, to most people in cities. But
by the dwellers along the seashore,
who take a great deal of physical ex-
ercisé, they are regarded a8 an almost
indispensable article of summer diet,
and nobody complains that they are in-
digestible. 3

But all of our people eat erabs, the
soft shell variety being exceptionally
popular. They furnish food to suit the

te of the thost fastidious of epi-
cures, and they are so delicate that
digestion is a part of the pleasure of
their congunmption. They cre usually
gerved broiled, on toast. The hard
ghell crabs are usually boiled, picked,
minced and served as deviled crabs,

The crabs caught and utilized to-day
are eompﬁrativelr small, very few of
them being more than six inches in
length. 1f you get one a foot long it
is a giant. And yet, in comparatively
modern times, about 20,000,000 years
ago, they used to attain great size. In
those days frogs used to be six feet
long, bigger than most men, and™they
th&ught nothing of hopping two or
three blocks at a single leap.

Calcareous mud covered the entire
continent of North America, once upon
a time; say about 20,000,000 years ago.
This mud was at the bottom of the
gea, and when the mountain ranges
of the east &nd west were voleanically
upheaved the muddy sea bottom be-
came dry land. There is an average of
63,000 feet of thickness of the sea bot-
tom deposits on this continesg. The
lowest and oldest layar was = cal-
carecths mud, in whieh certain animals
were embedded as the hardening proe-
ess went on. Consequently the scien-
tists of to-day find #hose animals her-
meticallysgealed in the rocky Ilayer
which was onfe muddy sea bottem.

are many §
of the crubs and lebsters of jo-dey.
They have turned tg stone, with ¥ig
mud, but they have been perféttly pre-
served, even fo the facetd of their eyes.
_‘_I_I:'he professors who study these mat-
ters say that with just a little hit of
calculation they can tell how old thesa
specimensg are and they talk of a2 hun-

ers talk of the ages of their babies.
They say that the very learned Rish-
op Pontoppidan was the first fo 4&
scribe the erab as *“a red fish whiok
walks backwards,” when, as @ matter

* COCOANUT CRAB AT DINNER.

of fact, it is not a fish, is not red, and
does not walk backward at all. Crabs
and lobsters arg green or dark brown.
Their skeletons are outside of them,
and their meat is so delicate and like
jelly that, if their shell is' broken if
any part, it oozes out like ck mo-
lasses. They are not killed as other
animals or fishes are killed. They are
put into boiling hot water and killed
that way. When taken out of the wa-
ter they are red on the outside, but
their meat becomes very firm and it
iz white. °

The ancestors of the ecrabs of the
ptu:nt ‘.irn u: said to be the oldest
creatures the world, particularl
the horseshoe crabs. They wui
slightly modified trilobites, and the
specimens on exhibition here repre-
sent the most ancient family on garth.
They existed long before man was

ntists have made bold to
t mankind was evoluted. But
when they begin to talk of thousands

In the Smithscmign inatitution ghere’
imens of these arcesiors’

dred thousand centumMes just®as mogh-4

bite off your fingers. :
Along the Atlamntic const the busi-
ness of catching ecrabs and lobstera
has increased during the past 23
years to such an extent that almost
all of the big ones have been taken
and eaten. But there are specimens
here from the Pacific coasts of Asia
which are of enormous size. There
is one preserved Japanese crab which
has a spread of 12 feet ‘with his
claws. Thag fellow could have taken
two men, in the water, arll killed
them at once. So long as those fel-
lows are in those waters, it is fair
to presume that the Japanese ladies
and gentlemen will not dispprt them-
=zelves in the surf, as hundreds of thon-
sands of our people do at the famous
coast resorts of this country.
In a four gallon jar, tightly stowed
away, there is what is called a “cocoa-
nut ecrab. This fellow, with his
companions, was in the habit oLgning
3 :

ir -

L’EEH![‘IINJ!H:

CRABS ON TOABT:

nshore. . climbing cocacanut trees,
tearing off the outer husks with his
tremendous claws, then knocking in
the shell at one of the eyes. and
drinking the milk. Then it would
crush the shell and sceop out the
meat. Tt has a long pair of pinchers,
created manifestly for this very pur-
pose. The cocoannt crabs inhabit
the waters and islands of the Indian
ceean. They pick the fibers of docoa-
nuts and mdke beds for themselves,
Almost all crabs are fighting an-
#mnls, ready for battle at all tiines,
and with all kinds of sen dwellars.
Hut there are varieties which will not
fight if tFey can avoid it, and nature
‘“hae provided them with Qudker hab-
dts. so.that they can avoid trouble. One
specimen looks as though it was cov-
ered with whitish moss, which” is
somethigg part animal and part vegée-
table. Anpther kind is covered with
u?rowlng sponge, all but its eyes and
he tips of its claws. So covered, the
grab hides #n crevices where spongé
is growing, ind he becoiiies as Wihd»
like the spohge as he can.” There is
& California‘crap who has a beautiful
snuff box bgneath his body, for “car-
rying eggs. This box gloses with a
snap, exactly like a manufactured
spuff box.’ . -
““The messmate” is a little bit of &
erab which is Hsually found inside of
the shell of an oyster. Epicures re-
gard these as great delicagies. The
mn?__ of knowledge who study these
and all ofher crabs” say that the
“messmgte” does not feed upon _the
oyater, but simply hiakes its home in
the oysier's shell, and ¢ats a part of
whatever the oyster finds to eat. Oy-
&terg have been appropriately termed
by some good peaple as the “scaven-
gers of the sem,'s and on that ae-
couns they will not eat oysters. These
liftle “messmatgs” are similar scav-
engess.
Cows “chéw the cud” and are galled
rumfhafing“animals. In one respect
crabgsare like unto them. They have
hten legs, eight pairs of jaws, a heart
in the middle of the “batk, and teeth
in the stofdach. With his® jaws the
crab catches and kuls his food, and di-
gests it while chewing it in the stoin-
ach. Driginnll’o crabs had tails, but
they have 1 ed to-dispense with
caudal appendages by evoliutions
which hgve required centurines.
In order to keep pace with the de-
mand, thousands of men have. for
many years made crab and lobster
eatching a regular business. Their
suétess has beem so0 great that the
Atlantic coast has been dredged .and
trapped almost to depletion. For the
past 12 years the fish commission has
been artificially hatching and plant-
ing along tne coast countless millions
of little fellows; and a majority of
them are gobbled down by varieties
of fish having tastes as epicurean as
that of man. Besides, the little fel-
lows are cannibal-like, and will kill
each other off, the st z
upon _the weaker. It takes a year or
twn‘!nryoungmh-tonthin suffi-
cient size and strength to defend
themselves or hide away from their
enemies. Hence the fish commission
is confronted with difficulties which
are dishe =
The next time we indulge in soft
shell crabs on toast we will know
more about what we are ea : like- -
wise about deviled crabs ua:g. lob-
sters. BMITH D. FRY.

But Them He Camnght It




